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NEW S OF THE MONTH.
At last the long looked for Christmas holidays have
arrived. All books have been laid aside and each one
enters with spirit into the joys and pleasures of the
happy season. The consciousness that faithful work has
been done, gives additional zest to the happiness naturally felt at Christmas time, and will serve to make the
vacation a truly enjoyable one.
T h e P u r p l e congratulates all on the splendid results
achieved during the past term, and wishes them the
compliments and choicest blessings of the season. The
vacation began Saturday, Dec. 22, and will end Jan. 3.
*
# *
The annual reception of the Blessed Virgin’s Sodality,
in which twenty-seven students were enrolled as mem
bers, took place on Saturday evening, December 8th.
Previous to the reception Rev. Fr. Rector preached an
appropriate sermon, and explained what advantages
were to be derived from membership in the sodality.
He exhorted the candidates, who were to be received,
to attend faithfully to the. promises which they were
about to make to the Blessed Virgin. He reminded
them that the mother of God looks with great com
placency upon her sodalists, and that they are the objects
of her special love and protection. After the instruct
ion and reception, Rev. Fr. Rector closed the ceremonies
with benediction of the most Blessed Sacrament.
Published by CrossWorks,
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N o. 5.

Thè Athletic Association of the college have under
taken to equip the new gymnasium. It will be fitted up
with all the regular apparatus, and in the most approved
style. The work will probably be under the direction
of Mr. James O’Neil of Worcester, who promises to
make it equal to any ^college gymnasium in the
country. To meet the expenses of such an undertaking,
which will be somewhat heavy, a plan has been suggest
ed by which a handsome sum should be realized. Upon
the departure of the students for their vacation, each
was given a subscription book containing forty votes, at
twenty-five cents a vote. A valuable prize consisting of
a gold watch, or fifty dollars in cash, will be given to the
one obtaining the highest number of votes, provided
that the amount of money represented by these votes be
at least five hundred dollars. This generous offer should
prove a great incentive to the students to strive to make
the returns gratifying both to the faculty and themselves.
*

The team race which took place between Holy Cross
and Worcester School of Technology, at the indoor meet
of the Worcester Athletic Club, on Thursday, December
13, resulted in a victory for Tech. We were not greatly
disappointed at the outcome of the contest. The disad
vantages under which our runners trained could not have
prepared them to compete with athletes who had so many
facilities for track exercise. Our new gymnasium will
make a great change in athletics at Holy Cross. A full
account of the race will be given under athletic notes.
#
* #
The repetitions for the first term began Monday, Dec.
10th, and continued until the departure of the students
for the Christmas holidays. The written examinations
will be the first that they must face, immediately after
their return from the vacation. After these a final pre
paration of two weeks will be made for the oral examina
tions which shall close the work of the first term. The
written examinations will be held from Jan. 4—7. The
oral from Jan. 19—26.
The philosophers, held a disputation before the faculty
and higher classes of the college, on the morning of Dec.
22. The disputation was on the matter of Major Logic,
and treated especially the questions of Truth and Certi
tude. The whole argument was in Latin. Wm J. Glas
gow defended; Philip J. Carey, Jos. F. McGrail objected.
A Latin essay on Evidence was read by James J. Hussey.
1
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THE PURPLE’S CHRISTMAS WISHES.
When Christmas bells in silv’ry chime
Make glad the frosty a ir;
And gently broods o’er every clime
The spirit of sweet prayer;
Amid the swelling songs of praise
Which bid all hearts rejoice,
The.“ Purple ” to its friends would raise
A loving Christmas voice.
May every day like this dear one
Which bound our earth to heaven,
By infant clasp of Mary’s Son
In chains of love unriven,
Be radiant with the holy joy
Of those who do His will;
His richest gifts without alloy
Your souls with rapture fill.
And when the drowsy palm trees nod
In the twilight waning dim,
And winds of night breathe low to God
Their dreamy vesper hymn,
White thoughts around you vigil keep,
Like guai’dian angels mild,
Whose lulling songs in peaceful sleep
Enwrapped the new born child.
Until the golden stars of night
Faint all in death’s great sea,
And through the mist dawns out the Light
Of days’s Eternity.
F ra ncis L. F it z p a t r ic k , ’97.

YULE TIDE IN STORY.
Good literature is a blessing in manifold ways; and
there are few more sweetening influences on our modern
life than a good story. It is our friend in our brightest
and moodiest hours. When we are bowed down with
sorrow, we find sympathy in its pages; when the soul
overflows with joy, and heart calleth unto heart, it seeks
tender fellowship in its noble creations. The novel
in its highest conception, as we here take it, is
the interpretation of those mysterious whisperings and
impulses which make up our heart-life. It makes known,
while it stimulates and heightens our pleasures. Hence
in this holy season of dearest memories and associations,
we turn to the story of the novelist, as to the verses of
the poet, for the adequate expression of the thought and
feeling inspired of the joy, which the commemoration of
Christ’s Nativity brings with it.
Christmas has ever been a favorite theme in story.
Its beautiful customs and hallowed festivities, have ever
exercised a delightful spell over the imagination of poet
and novelist. In the old countries where venerable
traditions and mysterious folk-lore hold an almost religi
ous firmness in the minds of the people, the bleak winter
https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1

wind sporting for a moment among the blazing logs, and
then blustering up the broad chimney, carries many a
whispered tale from the hearth-circle. The white haired
sages of the fireside are the oracles of the long forgotten
Yule Tides of the past, and their many charming tales
contribute no small part to the heartiness and good feel
ing which crown a merry Christmas. This wealth of
tradition and sacred lore, which constitutes one of the
dearest inheritances of a people, gives a greater facility
to the imaginative pen of the writers of those countries,
and many a fondly treasured idyl rises from its inspir
ation. The meaning of Christmas varies with the spirit
in which we approach it. There is warmth and blessing
in its coming, when we meet it with heart and faith.
In that famous ’ creation of Lew W allace, Ben-Hur, the
announcement of the birth of our Saviour to the shep
herds on the mountains is pictured in a most sublime
manner. The shepherds are all sound asleep, save one,
who is watching over his companions during the long
hours before midnight. As the midnight hour approaches
and he is about to take his turn at sleep, he is terrified
by an unwonted light in the sky. He awakes his com
panions, and all fall on their faces in affright. Suddenly
a voice breaks the awful silence and says to them “ Fear
n o t; for behold I bring you good tidings of great joy,
that shall be to all the people.” The voice in sweetness
and soothing more than human, and low and clear, pene
trated all their being, and filled them with assurance.
They arose upon their knees, and looking worshipfully,
beheld in the centre of a great glory the appearance of a
man, clad in a robe intensely white ; above its shoulders
towered the tops of wings shining and folded; a star
over its forehead glowed with steady lustre, brilliant as
Hesperus; its hands were stretched towards them in
blessing; its face was serene and divinely beautiful.
Directly the angel continued, “ For this day is born to
you a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord, in the city of
David. And this shall be a sign unto you : You shall
find the infant wrapped in swaddling clothes, and laid in
a manger.”
The herald spoke not again; his good tidings were
told, yet he stayed awhile. Suddenly the light, of which
he seemed the centre, turned roseate and began to
tremble; then up, far as the men could see, there was
flashing of white wings, and coming and going of radiant
forms, and voices as of a multitude chanting in unison :
“ Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace to
men of good will.” Then the herald raised his eyes as
seeking approval of one far off; his wings stirred, and
spread slowly and majestically, on their upper side white
as snow, in the shadow many-tinted, like mother of pearl;
when they were expanded many cubits beyond his stature,
he arose lightly, and without effort, floated out of view,
taking the light up with him. Long after he was gone,
down from the sky fell the refrain in measure mellowed
by distance, “ Glory to God in the highest, and on earth
peace to men of good will.”
George Eliot, in her interesting book, “ The Mill on
the Floss,” gives us a beautiful description of Christmas.
2
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She says:—“ Fine old Christmas, with the snowy hair
and ruddy face, had done his duty that year in the
noblest fashion, and he had set off his rich gifts of warmth
and color, with all the heightening contrast of frost and
snow. * * * * There was no gleam, no shadow, for
the heavens, too, were one still, pale cloud, no sound or
motion in anything but the dark river, that flowed and
moaned like an unresting sorrow. But old Christmas
smiled as he laid this cruel-seeming spell on the outside
world, for he meant to light up home with new bright
ness, he meant to prepare a sweet imprisonment that
would strengthen the primitive fellowship of kindred,
and make the sunshine of familiar human faces as wel
come as the hidden day-star. His kindness fell but hardly
on the homeless. * * * * But the fine old season
meant well, and if he has not learned the secret how to
bless men impartially, it is because his father Time with
ever unrelenting purpose, still hides that secret in his
own mighty, slow beating heart.”
In this picture of Christmas time, beautiful though it
is, no evidence of a mind imbued with the sacred spirit
of the day becomes apparent. She treats of the day
simply as a time of rest from the labors of the year, and
as a season when the minds of men, freed from care,
plunge deeper into festivity and pleasure. She touches
on the good feeling—the kindred spirit which should
mark the day; but what the day really means to us es
capes her. Her view of this holy season may be con
sistent with her positivism, with that highest goal of her
moral striving :—-“ To be the sweet presence of a good
diffused.—To join the choir invisible whose music is
the gladness of the world,” but it fails utterly to do jus
tice to the sacred character of a day linked with so many
hallowed recollections.
Washington Irving, in connection with his beautiful
Christmas tales, catches up the true meaning of this
sacred time when he writes:—“ Of all the old festivals,
however, that of Christmas awakens the strongest and
most heartfelt associations. There is a tone of solemn
and sacred feeling that blends with our conviviality, and
lifts the spirit to a state of hallowed and elevated enjoy
ment. The services of the church about this season are
extremely tender and inspiring. They dwell on the
beautiful story of the origin of our faith, and the pastoral
scenes that accompanied its announcement. They gradu
ally increase in fervor and pathos during the season of
Advent, until they break forth in full jubilee on the
morning that brought peace and good-will to men. I do
not know a grander effect of music on the moral feelings,
than to hear the full choir and the pealing organ
performing a Christmas anthem in a cathedral, and
filling every part of the vast pile with triumphant
harmony.”
Irving’s words convey his own reverence for this holy
time, and for all those deeper memories which are entwined
about it. He views Christmas as a day which commemo
rates the annouiicement of the religion of peace and love
and good-will to men.
Sometimes the joys of Christmas fall on barren soil, on
Published by CrossWorks,
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hearts that pulsate with no unwonted kind feeling at its
approach. Among the many who have delighted the
world with interesting Christmas tales, Charles Dickens
stands preeminent. His “ Christmas Stories” portray
with wonderful skill, the effect of Christmas time on
different people. He pictures the character of a man to
whom Christmas brought no gladness, no happy recollec
tions, no sympathy in the joys of others, nothing save
a greater greed for money. In strong contrast to the
mean, penurious nature of this man, the disposition of
his young nephew shines forth open and trustful.
The nature of this man Scrooge is shown in all its
grasping selfishness, in an interview between him and his
young nephew. Scrooge is sitting in his counting room
poring over his books, when his nephew comes in to bid
him a “ Merry Christmas.” “ B ah!” said Scrooge,
“ humbug.” “ Don’t be cross uncle,” said the nephew.
“ W hat else can I be,” returned the uncle, “ when I live
in such a world of fools as this ? Merry Christmas!
Out upon merry Christmas! W hat’s Christmas time to
you but a time for paying bills without money, a time for
finding yourself a year older, and not an hour richer. If
I could work my will every idiot who goes about with
“ Merry Christmas” on his lips, should be boiled with his
own pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through
his heart.”
Quite different are the feelings of the nephew about
Christmas. “ There are many things from which I
might have derived good, by which I have not profited,
I dare say,” returned the nephew, “ Christmas among the
rest. But I am sure that I have always thought of
Christmas time, apart from the veneration due its sacred
name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be apart
from that, as a good time, a kind, forgiving, charitable,
pleasant time; the only time I know of when men and
women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts
freely, and to think of people below them as if they
really were fellow-passengers to the grave, and not
another race of creatures bound on other journeys ; and
therefore, uncle, though it has never put a scrap of gold
or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me
good, and will do me good, and I say God bless it.”
These two characters are true types of Dickens.
Throughout all his creations Scrooge and his nephew are
recalled; his character portraits always touch these two
extremes, nature dominated by emotions contrasted with
nature shrunken, impoverished by a drought of those
emotions which make life worth the living, which make
the cheerful heart and the happy home. In this view of
Christmas which Dickens expresses through the kindhearted nephew, we find the Christmas which arouses
good impulses and pleasant anticipations, but it lacks those
religious qualities appropriate to the holiness of the time.
His Christmas is a time of good-cheer, a pleasant lovebegetting time, which lingers long in happy recollection.
Life, however, means more than impulse: Religion
more than the sweetness of sentiment: Christmas more
than a festive holiday.
George E. R eidy , ’95.
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“ THE BURNING BABE.”
Ever since that happy morning, when angel voices
sang the glad tidings of great joy to men, Christmas has
been the inspiring theme of the poet and the sweet mes
sage of his song. Among the poems that have caught
up the music of the festival in all its meaning, there is
none perhaps more full of strange melody and deep
thought, than Southwell’s “ Burning Babe.”
“ So I had written,” said Ben Jonson, “ that piece of
Southwell’s, ‘ The Burning Babe,’ I would be content to
destroy many of mine.” A wonderful poem surely,
which could draw such a remark from so great a w riter;
nor was this high appreciation of it peculiar to Jonson.
Were it not so beautiful, it would hardly have been so
often quoted, nor would mere sympathy for the sufferings
of the young priest have procured it so vast a popu
larity in the last decade of the sixteenth century.
Father Southwell’s works were all written in the
famous London Tower, during the intervals of thirteen
severe rackings. Picture him, while all England was making merry on Christmas eve, as he returns to his cold
and dreary dungeon from the cruel rack, his limbs dis
located and his body quivering with excessive pain.
There he sits throughout the “ hoary winter night ” in
the darkened cell, when suddenly a great light fills the
place and on looking up he beholds a vision of the
Infant Child “ all burning bright.”
Oh how trivial, how insignificant is all the pain of his
aching limbs, all the taunts and insults that man could
heap upon him, all the loneliness of his heart, breaking
for a word of sympathy, beside the glory revealed to him.
The “ pretty Babe” had come to cheer him that mournful
night.
All too soon the vision vanishes and he is left alone in
his cell, but the sweet manna of the heavenlv presence
is overflowing his heart. He will keep the memory of
the vision ever before him, and so his poor racked and
misshapen fingers will endeavor to paint, even though
faintly, the glory of that heavenly vision from which his
whole being still throbs in ecstasy.
“ As I on hoary winter’s night stood shivering in the snow,
Surprised I was with sudden heat which made my heart to glow,
And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire was near,
A pretty Babe all burning bright did in the air appear,
Who scorched with exceeding heat, such floods of tears did
shed,
As though his floods should quench his flames with what his
tears were fed.
| Alas,’ quoth He, ‘ but newly born in fiery heats I fry,
Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel my fire but I.
My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel wounding thorns,
Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke, the ashes shame and
scorns.
The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows the coals,
The metal in this furnace wrought is men’s defiled souls.
For which, as now on fire I am to work them to their good,
So will I melt into a bath to wash them in my blood.’
With this he vanished out of sight and swiftly shrunk away.
And straight I called unto mind that it was Christmas day.”

https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1

Who would have thought that the whole story, of the
work of the Redemption could be told so forcibly and so
pithily as it is in these sixteen lines? The little allegory,
for so the poem may be regarded, pictures the coldness
of man in contrast with God’s burning love for him. The
appeal of the Saviour is all the more pathetic as coming
from him “ but newly born,” The imagery under which
man’s coldness and God’s love is pictured, is rich to a
fault. There is in almost every word a deep meaning.
The Saviour’s heart is a furnace where burns the fire,
love, which consumes the thorns of sin laid there by
Justice. Mercy kindles the fire of this wonderful furnace
wherein are wrought “ men’s defiled souls.” For man’s
sake the Saviour is on fire and so will be until the
Nativity is consummated in the Passion, and He has
melted into a bath “ to wash men with his blood.” It
may seem strange that our martyr poet should have
associated the Passion, the season of sorrow, with the
Nativity, the season of gladness; but this worthy follower
of Christ knew well that the Nativity was only for the
Passion, the great baptism of blood wherewith men’s
souls might be bathed.
Those who read Southwell’s poetry only for the rhythm
of his lines, may not find in them very great attrac
tions. Not that music is wanting in his verse, but sense,
not sound, was the object he had in view. 11To show
other poets the error in their works,” he says himself,
“ I have laid a few coarse threads together to invite some
skillfuller wits to go forward in the same, or begin some
finer piece, wherein it may be shown how well verse and
virtue suit together.” And so, to quote the words of Dr.
Arnold, “ he was the founder of the modern English style
of religious poetry.”
It may be objected that “ The Burning Babe ” is too
replete with figures. W e can answer that such was the
natural mode of expression in the Elizabethan period. If
the garden was too full of flowers it was a happy defect,
for it showed the rich luxurious soil which needed only
the skill of the gardener. At least there is no obscurity
in the poem. “ The deep, strong, loving heart beneath,”
writes his critic, “ sanctifies and excuses the extravagances,
if there be any, in the language.”
In accordance with the spirit of his poetry Father
Southwell lived. Although of noble birth, at an early
age he abandoned all earthly goods and entered the
Society of Jesus, at Rome. Soon after his ordination he
was sent, at his own request, to England, his native
country, to aid the suffering Catholics. After three
years of zealous work he was captured and committed to
the tower for three terrible years. He was then tried,
and convicted by his own confession, of being a Catholic
priest.
At Tyburn, in the year 1595, Father Southwell died
for his Saviour, at the same age at which his Saviour had
died for him. His last sorrows were cheered no doubt,
if not by the presence, at least by the thought of the
Burning Babe, who did “ melt into a bath to wash men
in his blood.”
T homas A. K ennedy, ’97.
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under the Christmas tree of the opportunities and bless
ings it constantly brought to all. The poem ends with
these beautiful lines:

NEW YEAR’S MUSINGS.
The earth enwrapped in silence lies asleep,
The moonbeams shine on landscape bleak and drear,
When from the brow of yonder hillside steep,
The village chimes ring out the parting year.
While on the midnight floats the solemn tone,
And hill and dale resound with funeral knell;
My spirit longs to wander all alone,
Where by-gone years in echo’s caverns dwell.
Seasons .and scenes by memory fond enshrined,
Dear tokens garnered from the dying years,
In visions rise upon my dreaming mind,
As o’er the past I muse with longing tears.
The futui’e looms before me. Far away,
Curtained by Time mysterious realms extend,
Within the gloom my fancy longs to stray;
But God will lead me trustful to the end.
T

homas

J.

Regan,

’97.

THE NEW YEAR IN SONG.
On considering the New Year in all its aspects, and
reflecting on the various sentiments it arouses in the
human heart, it is not surprising that it has furnished
some of the most gifted poets of our language with a
fitting theme. As the pealing bell rings out upon the
midnight air, proclaiming that the year is passing away
forever, many and solemn are the thoughts that offer
themselves to us as fit subjects for meditation. While in
the case of most of us these reflections are, in a measure,
of the same character, it is interesting to note the differ
ent ways in which the subject has been treated by a few
of our poets.
In “ The Old Year and the New,” from the pen of
the Poet-Priest of the South, Father Ryan, the tenor of
the whole poem is embodied in the stanza :
“ For the heart so true
To each Old Year cleaves;
Tho’ the hand of the New
Flowery garlands weaves.
“ But the flowers of the future, tho’ fragrant and fair
With the past’s withered leaflets may never compare.
For dear is each dead leaf,—and dear is each thorn
In the wreaths which the brows of our past years have worn.”

These lines find a responsive echo in every heart.
W hat matters it that the year so soon to pass has brought
to us trouble and sorrow and pain ? Like the rays of
sunshine on a cloudy day which ever and anon replace
the murky gloom with a flood of cheerful light, so the
sad memories of the Old Year are interspersed with
pleasant recollections that like the “ withered leaflets ”
of the poet, are cherished as something too precious to
be permitted to pass away from us forever.
In another poem by the same author the Old Year is
represented as lingering and loath to depart, singing
Published by CrossWorks,
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“ The year that cometh is a king
With better gifts than the Old Year gave.
If you place on his fingers the holy ring
Of prayer, the king becomes your slave.”

Here there is no servile fear of what the New Year
may usher in ; no belief that our destiny is to be moulded
by the events now hidden by the impenetrable curtain of
futurity. To the question of the soul:
“ What to us will the New Year bring ?
Ah! would that each of us might know! ”

is the re-assuring answer:
“ Each year bringeth to each of you
What each of you would have him bring.”

In Tennyson’s “ Ring out, wild bells,” there is no note
of sadness at the passing away of the Old Year, but
“ The year is dying in the night;
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.”

The poet, whose characteristic trait is defined to be
that he is “ so little of the earth, earthy,” looks on the
passing year with his own pure and ethereal vision, and
cannot grieve that, defiled as it is with the poverty and
misery, crime and sin, that blot the fair escutcheon of
modern civilization, it is passing away.
“ Ring out false pride in place and blood
The civic slander and the spite,
Ring in the love of truth and right,
Ring in the common love of good.”

Here Tennyson is at his best. Rising above himself,
and living for a moment in a higher sphere, he stands
like one between the shadows of night and the dawning
of a glorious sunrise. In the words of the Apostle, he ex
horts us to “ forget the things of the past.” W ith almost
prophetic vision, he describes the happy time when men
will put off the grossness of their lower nature, and be
come living patterns of their Divine Model.
' “ Ring in the valiant man and free,
The larger heart, the kindlier hand,
Ring out the darkness of the land,
Ring in the Christ that is to be.”

Among all the tumultuous emotions that swell the
heart at this solemn time of New Year’s, what one is
more elevated or noble of character than the expectation
of the day when men, Christians in the truest sense of
the word, will bring about the reign of “ The Christ that
is to be.”
In “ The Death of the Old Year,” the merry chimes
of the former poem are changed to the sad and mourn
ful tolling for the death of a dear friend.
“ Full knee-deep lies the winter snow,
And the winter winds are wearily sighing :
Toll ye the church bell sad and slow,
And tread softly and speak low,
For the old year lies a-dying.”

For as we think of the many pleasures and joys of the
Old Year, we are overcome with sadness to see it passing
5
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away forever. All that is to come is uncertain and con
sequently a source of fear. And so we plead with the
Old Year,
“ Old Year you shall not die
We did so laugh and cry with you,
I ’ve half a mind to die with you
Old Year, if you must die.”

“ HOW HE FINALLY BELIEVED IT.”
A SOUTHERN

C H R IS T M A S

STORY.

He was a diminutive darkey with all the characteristics
of his race, the rolling black eyes, thick lips, stretched
wide, so as to reveal a double row of snowy white ivories
within, and a heart full of evely boyish ambition^ But
“ our P e te ’’ was not like other darkies; everyone who
knew him was quick to declare that his hair was less
kinkey and his mother wit better than any other “piccaninnie’s ” in town. The “ Paterfamilias ” had died “ be fo
de wah,” leaving kind Mammy Jule and little baby
“ Dilsie ” solely dependent upon this study in ebony; and
“ There’s a new foot on the floor, my friend,
Pete ha,d shown that he and “ Mammy’s washin ” were
And a new face at the door my friend,
quite competent to provide for the wants of the family.
A new face at the door.”
How proud he felt that day when cap in hand he walked
We have seen Tennyson’s note of sympathy for the up to the door of “ Ole Masse Abram’s terbacker ” factory
departing year; but with him it is a year,
and was received into that firm’s employ! A new world
“ That hath no other life above.”
seemed to have unrolled its shining vista to our young
Too many of us perhaps are apt to look upon the year hero’s gaze. Mammy Jule’s piccaninnie became a changed
as a dead memory, not as a very part of ourselves. Yet boy, and every day saw him grow more and more unlike
it is a record of our faults and failings, of our trials and the little rag-a-muffin he had been before. His activity
triumphs, of all that makes up our daily struggles in the and smartness were really surprising, no task was too hard,
battle for the rig h t; a record that shall one day confront or burden too heavy for Pete’s willing hands. He was
always ready upon every occasion. “ Ole Masse”
us before the throne of God.
Abram’s
eye began to turn with admiring glances in his
It is this serious, though truer, and so more poetical
direction,
and suddenly to the astonishment of his less
view, which is taken by Miss Katherine Lee Bates in her
fortunate
companions,
he was advanced at a bound from
“ au revoir” to the Old Year.
the
post
of
drudge
in
the “packin room ” to the more
The strange melancholy that fills us as the Old Year
profitable
and
exalted
position
of office boy. How all
dies away comes not entirely from the fond memories
the
“
cullud
”
employees
of
“
Masse ” Abram stared
that have perished with the year; conscience feels the
when
the
news
was
announced
!
Their black eyes fairly
year will return; and while there exists remorse for
stuck
out,
and
with
many
a
wise
headshake
and whispered
opportunities missed, for losses incurred, there is strong
remark
about
“
de
boss
bein
gone
clene
daft,”
the ruin of
confidence that the good of the year, the prayer and
the
firm
was
speedily
predicted.
“
Nevah
befo
waz sech
strife will not be forgotten.
stravdgince seen in dis yeah ’stablishment.”
“ Auf wiedersehen! For we shall meet before
An office boy, and Mammy Jule’s Pete to o ! It was
The throne of God. The drifting snows confuse
incredible
to hear! Old Mr. Abraham Jones about whom
Thy footprints. Down the echoing wind I lose
Thy voice. So be it. We shall meet once more.
all these not very complimentary remarks were made was
a curious compound of philanthropic impulses and calcu
When from the grave of Time thou comest again.
To front my soul in judgment witness bear
lating greed. Any instance of poverty and distress was
To error, failure, sin; but oh! my prayer
sure to elicit from him some expression of warm hearted
My strife, forget thou not! <Auf wiedersehen! ”
sympathy, but his feelings seldom found expression in the
Thus it is our poets have sung the Old Year’s song, such shape of donations of money. He was just, however, in
has been the burden of their message to us, a message the payment of his men, and this fact, coupled with the
tinged with sadness yet hopefully shadowing the cheer aforementioned good quality, made him loved by them
ing image of a happy glad New Year.
all. The darkies thought him the embodiment of every
excellence, and when “ Sat dy nite kem ” and they had
J ohn A. F itz Gerald , ’97.
received their weeks “ bit,” they were ready to “ sware
Masse Abram wuz de bess boss any niggah evah had.”
Well now to our tale. Some months had passed since
Our advertisers are good friends to us. They enable
us, in a great measure, to publish this paper. The return the installation of Pete into his new office, and the year
that we should make them, ought to be more than the was quickly drawing to the close. Only a few weeks
sincere expression of our gratitude. We appeal, there remained before Christmas, (happy tim e!) would scatter
fore, to the students and friends of the college, to favor blessings over the land! Visions of the gay things he
them in their business.
was “ agwin ter hev,” and would like to have, began to

Yet even at the passing away of friends we are not
without hope, for soon others take their places, and our
former friends are forgotten. In like manner the many
pleasures and blessings and happy days brought by the
Old Year, are never thought o f ; everyone turns to wel
come his successor, who, exemplifying the words, “ Every
one for his own,” “ rides post-haste to see him die,” and
who, while the Old Year lies cold and dead, is ushered
in with the merry pealing of the bells.

https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1

6

et al.: The Purple, January 1895

THE

jm m*

* H

PURPLE,

present themselves with annoying and distracting per
sistency to Pete’s mental gaze. How slowly the quick
footed hours seemed to discharge their task! Though
the weeks were but few, yet in' his impatience they
seemed “mos’ lak fo’teen monts.” Nearer and nearer
came the great day, until (“ O h! Joy to relate!) once
again Mammy Jule’s black piccaninnie is standing at the
same office door, with the same torn cap in his hand, and
the same tremor in his short bandy legs, that had won
the heart of his employer some months before. “ Masse
Abrams,” said Pete, almost before the great oaken door
had closed with its well known bang—“ Masse Abrams
ain’t you gwine ter low yer litl niggah off ter joy hisself
lak white folks ? You ain’t study’in fer ter keep’in hyah,
is you?”
“ Old Masse ” Abram turned slowly round from a pile
of samples, and glared at the youngster beneath the rim
of his spectacles. His brow was deeply wrinkled and a
harsh reply was rising to his lips when the sight of the
little black face turned so beseechingly to his own,
quite drove him from his purpose. The deep springs of
kindness in his nature bubbled up through his heart. He
thought of the days when he too as a child was eager to
partake of the joys of Christmastide, and how could he
refuse a request so innocently made ? “ So Pete,” he
said looking into the face of the child, “ You wish me
to let you enjoy yourself on Christmas day? Do you
think everybody happy on that day ?” “ Oh! yis sah, Ise
reckin ebbery one bin a happy ? whare a gwine ter be
pestered a sech a time ez diz?” “ Well my lad, so you
think no one unhappy? Well, Pete, you may go!
Here’s something for yourself and little babby Dilsie and
take this to your Mammy as a present from me.” W ith
a bow and a scrape, and “ Much obleege ter you sah! ”
many times repeated, the little darkey went out from his
master’s presence, leaping and shouting in the exuber
ance of his joy. His black eyes rolled and his mouth
spread into a broad grin as he fingered the two bills
“ Ole Masse ” Abram had given him, and set out for
home. The large windows never before seemed to shine
with such bright lights as upon that night! Pete’s heart
joyfully thrilled as he saw in them many a trinket that
his childish instinct taught him would give delight to
those at home. He could almost hear in imagination
the shouts which would hail his arrival at the little dingy
cabin when he came laden with some trinket for baby
Dilsie and Mammy Jule.
When Pete entered the dismal shanty, Mammy Jule
was at the ironing board, preparing a great pile of snowy
linen “ fer her white folks in the town.” Black baby
Dilsie was lying on the floor, snugly tucked in a blanket
and as near to the warm open fire as prudence allowed.
Pete sat down by the fire too, and as he munched his
“ rashuns ” poured out with many a “ H i! H i! ” all his
experiences of that day; the great sights he had seen in
the streets ; the shops full of many a good thing which
could please his kind Mammy, and tickle the fancy of
baby Dilsie, and last of all “ Ole Masse Abrams” gift and
the strange questions he had “ aixed him ez ter how eb
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bery body bin happy en a Krismas Day.” “ Lor, chile !”
ventured she, pausing with a fresh iron in her hand.
“ You kin’d reckin dey is lots ob white folks ar pestered
en er Krismas D ay! But I reckin I’se ’ware ob a passel
o’ niggahs ez sech ! ” “ G’lang Mammy Ju le ! nobody’s
pestered at sech time ez this. Ise reckin ebbery one bin a
happy,” reiterated Pete with an incredulous tone. “ I
reckin dey iz not,” retorted Mammy Jule. “But g’lang bout
you bizness and doan be settin ’bout iz yeah! You’se aixin
too many questions for chile lak you. Take thet yer niggah
and rock her ter sleep, while I jess kerry dis yeah basket
o’ clothes to dose white folks o’ mine.” Without more
ado, Mammy Jule lifted up a well filled basket to her
turbaned head and set out from the hut.
Pete drew himself up to the rickety old cradle in which
his charge had been placed and sang a plaintive old
plantation air as he rocked it to and fro. The singing
grew fainter and fainter, the rocking motion of Pete’s
chair began to cease by degrees, his head sank gently
down on his bosom, and soon silence reigned in the little
cabin broken only by the soft breathing of the two sleep
ers and the crackle and snap of the fire on the hearth.
Rest was welcome to the little fellow; from early morn
until night closed, the day had been an eventful one for
Pete. Sweet dreams began to steal through his weary
mind. Again he received his gifts from “ Ole Masse ”
Abram and wondered once more “eff ebbery body not bin
ez happy ez he.” Again he seemed to trace his journey
homeward, but do what he could, and to his surprise and
dismay, instead of taking the route that led to the hut,
he found himself drawn by a strange spell he was loath
to resist, to that part of the town where the white folks
lived.
Then, Presto! with a suddenness that almost
made his hair rise on end, he found himself in a large
and brilliantly lighted room. And lo! he saw in his
dream sitting by the fire in a large easy chair the
well known form of his “ Old Masse Abram.” Pete
crouched down upon a velvet carpet behind a chair.
The old man slowly shifted his position until his eye
seemed to look directly upon the spot where the little
office boy lay. “ I’se right yeah now, Masse Abram,”
said Pete. But “ Masse Abram ” seemed in an odd
mood that night and heeded not.
“ Tomorrow, he said to himself, the news will get
abroad and I shall be ruined. O h ! God! W hy was
I such a fool as to spend that money! Forty
thousand short, and the Directors meeting tomor
row. W hat shail I do ? Where shall I find aid ? On
Christmas day too, to think such misery should be mine!
But Charles will stead me and so will my brother John.
God grant that they will! God grant they will! ”
Hope seemed to revive and the old man broke out
into a “ cheer up my boy, you’ll be all right y e t! “You’ll
be all right y e t! ” Poor little Pete was here puzzled to
know what it all meant—his master unhappy and on
Christmas day too. The thought was too much for his
kind little heart, and he showed his grief by breaking
into tears. His weeping was interrupted by a knock at
7
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the door, which was immediately opened by an old
“ Major Domo,” who announced to his master the
presence of “ two gens men in de pariah who ’quested
fer ter see him.” “ Show them right in here John,” said
Mr. Abrams, “ Show them in here.” “ Did they say who
they were? ” “ No sah,did’n giv’ me dey name,” replied
the old servant, disappearing in the hall. There was a
pause of a few moments ere his footsteps were again
heard, then the door was reopened and the two strangers
entered the room. Mr. Abram slowly arose and bowed
to his guests, who answered the salutation with a bow in
return. Their conduct was mysterious in the extreme,
they were heavily muffled in large cloaks which com
pletely concealed their features, and spoke not a
word.
Mr. Abram looked puzzled; he glanced sharply at his
guests and invited them to a chair. “ Remove your
cloaks gentlemen! John, here, take the gentlemen’s
cloaks.” At last he broke in with impatience : “ Pray,
whom have I the honor of addressing, this evening.”
“ Ha! Ha! Ha! Abraham Jones! You know us
well,” said the one who appeared to be elder of the
guests. “ You know us well.” “ W hat!” he exclaimed
suddenly rising, “ Are you unacquainted with Messrs.
Care and Anxiety ? ” “Allow me to introduce my friend,
Mr. Care, and I, my name is Anxiety! ” At the men
tion of the two names, Abraham Jones leaped to his feet,
his face wore a ghastly pallor, and his frame seemed
racked with emotion. Quickly recovering himself, he
looked at them as they had removed their cloaks and
revealed their features, and now sat up right, staring
with an expression of cruel delight at the confusion of
their host. Their features were revolting to behold, so
worn and emaciated that John fled howling from the
room, in mortal terror lest they were ghosts.
Pete looked too and an icy chill seemed to freeze the
warm blood in his veins. Long, long afterwards did
he carry in his mind the memory of that scene! The
sharp pinched faces, so worn and thin, that nothing re
mained but the fleshless skull. The wild unearthly
gleam that came from their eyes as they fixed them upon
him with an intensity that seemed to pierce him through
and through.
“ Foh de Lor’ sake boss I hain doan nuffin.” “ I’se
only a poor little niggah,” said Pete. «My lad!” said
Care, “ W hat have we to do with such as you ? So
cease your clatter or I ’ll give you cause for alarm.”
Then followed a dialogue between the weird newcomers
and “ Ole Masse Abram ” that burned in Pete’s waking
dreams for many a long day. W ith the pertinacity of
hounds that are upon their prey, they forced him with a
savage earnestness that allowed him no rest, from one
point to another.
They accused him of fraud in the use of his trust,
taunted him with having by his overreaching greed,
alienated the affections of those who could best help him
in such a crisis.
“ You may cease to build your hopes upon your
brothers, Charles and John ! ” The old man’s defense
https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1

had at first been feeble, but stung by the cruel taunts of
Care and Anxiety, and overwhelmed by the shame
which he saw could not be avoided, he suddenly leaped
from his chair and placed a shining instrument to his
head.
Pete screamed in affright and the next instant awoke
to hear “ Mammy Jule ” who had returned from her visit,
thundering in his ear, “ Whaten yer shouts fer.” Pete
rubbed his eyes to assure himself that all was a dream,
looked around for Messrs. Care and Anxiety. But he
was still in the little cabin. ' Baby Dilsie still sjept in the
rickety old cradle and smiled in her sleep, the fire burned
low on the wide open hearth, casting its large flickering
shadows on the walls of the room, and there was
“ Mammy Jules.” a strong assurance of a substantial
reality to any piccannine. Christmas dawned bright and
clear and sped abroad through the land to scatter good
cheer, but well Pete knew that beneath its kind smile,
could lurk many and many a wasting and heart aching
care.
J. F. D e S ales D ookaet, ’97.

THIS FLOWER OF MINE.

While walking one eve where violets grew,'
I plucked from the garden a fragrant flow’r
When budding new;
And at the shrine of Mary fair,
Left it to shed its perfumed prayer
Through twilight hour.
I plucked it when wet with the tear drop of e’en,
And left it to sparkle in mystical glow
And bloom unseen,
Bright as the blush of a shining gem,
Dropped from the mist to the sweet-brier stem,
Half crushed by the blow.
Was it the fragrant eglantine,
Or was it the fringed gentian blue,
This flow’r of mine ?
Or the modest daisy the flow’r of love,
Faintly tinged by the sun above
To its gist’ning hue ?
I love the golden daffodil,
And the spotless lily that lifts its head,
Beside the hill;
I love the sweet forget-me-not,
So oft’ by ardent lovers sought,
In verdant mead.
But more than these, the blushing rose,
That sheds its fragrance at Mai’y’s shrine
Toward ev’ning’s close;
While the Mother in heaven the love receives
Of a prayerful child, from the perfumed leaves
Of this flow’r of mine. .
P a t r ic k T. O’R e il l y , ’96.
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EDITORIALS.

“ On Christmas eve, the bells were rung;
On Christmas eve, the Mass was sung;
Forth to the woods did merry men go
To gather in the mistletoe.”

Christmas, with all its attending mirth and festivity, is
with us once more. The good old season is welcome ;
we need all the joy and freshness and blessing it holds
out to us. Sweet are the recollections Christmas awakens,
holy the thoughts it inspires within the soul—recollec
tions of some cheerful fireside, early scenes of youth and
pleasure and all that is dear to the human heart. Truly
this is “ the kind forgiving time,” when “ power lays aside
his rod ” and “ ceremony doffs his pride,” while rich and
poor, prince and peasant, are reaping in common the
blessings of a joyous season. Heart goes out to heart
and charity and hospitality bless and enliven the Christian
home. The present is full of happiness, the future beams
with hope and promise. Humbler hearts, broader love
and charity for fellow beings, an inward happiness born
of peace with God and man, these are the joys and
blessings Christmas brings to men of good will, and that
you, dear readers, may be partakers of the same, is the
wish that T h e P u r p l e extends to you from her heart,
on this her first Christmas morning.
Published by CrossWorks,
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When we consider the change that has come over our
Christmas festivities, we cannot help feeling, that modern
refinement has taken the very heart out of our life.
Where are those beautiful customs and inspiring cere
monials, which used to crown the merry Christmas, and
keep the world for ever young ? The sweet fellowship,
the generous flow of charity, the reconciliation of friends,
the fervent piety which characterized the simple, believ
ing, happy, golden-hearted days of yore ? Christmas
comes to visit us, as venerable and as cheering, and as
full of blessing as ever, and our hearts will not go out to
meet him. He passes by, and we are not the happier
and the better for his coming. W e are reluctant to lay
aside our working dress, to bid him even a holiday wel
come. To put on material progress, we have put off our
joy, and in spite of our varied culture, we have forgotten
how to be happy. W e are giddy and sick of heart, cold
and selfish, fond of dissipation, and the spirit of true
peace and healthy pleasure is not in us. Merry Christ
mas ! How homes were once made brighter by this
greeting ! how hearts were made warmer by the hallowed
memories that it awakened ! how poet and painter and
story teller were touched to inspiration by its fond associ
ations ! This was the merry Christmas when the old
Faith quickened the world with its soul of hope and
love and joyousness, and this is the Christmas of today
in those lands, where that same Faith sheds its sweeten
ing influence around the homes and lives of men.

As we go to press we learn that the reports of the
death of the novelist, Robert Louis Stevenson, have been
confirmed. He died in his Samoan home, which, with
the exception of his native mountain home in Scotland,
was to him the dearest place on earth. In his death,
literature has lost a stylist in dramatic narrative,
whose place it will not be easy to fill. Though
lacking the enchanting imagery of Scott and the
finished polish and felicity of expression of Thackeray,
he has, in his novels, especially the “ Treasure Island,”
reached a very high degree of technical perfection in
romantic fiction. His almost incessant journeying has
made some of his plots unhomelike in spirit, and extra
vagant in adventure ; but his books of travels, from a
literary standpoint, are among the best in the language.
His later novels have not yet been published, but from
the works that we have, it can be said that he ranks
among the foremost in that class of literary workers of
this century ; while his assiduity, his constant writing and
rewriting, his perseverance, amid lifelong ravages of dis
ease, will ever keep him before the eyes of literary students.
9
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FIFTY YEARS AQO.
Every friend of Holy Cross, will, we trust, find a
pleasurable interest in examining the plates, which we
present to our readers in this month’s issue. Therein
one may see portrayed the successive stages through
which Alma Mater has passed, from the time of her
foundation by Bishop Fenwick, up to her present proud
eminence among the leading educational institutions of
New England. Instructive, however, as these plates are
in themselves, some word of explanation appears to be
necessary. Accordingly, a brief retrospective glance at
the early days of the college, will here be in place. It
was a vital epoch in the history of Catholicity in New
England, when Bishop Fenwick and his able coadjutors
began the work of erecting a Catholic college away back
in the “ Forties.” Worcester was at that time a thriving
town of little more than seven thousand inhabitants.
The great industries which have since raised her to the
highest rank among the leading cities of the Common
wealth were then unknown. Catholics were few in
number, not exceeding twenty, of scanty resources, and
occupied only in the more humble positions in the com
munity. The great tide of European immigration, and
consequently of Catholic immigration had only just set
in. But what they lacked in means was more than made
up by the burning zeal, which has since covered our fair
land with so . many beautiful temples raised to-God’s
glory* They possessed no church in which to participate
in the Divine worship, but met every Sunday, to hear
Mass in a private house. Zealous priests were not want
ing to stimulate the willing hearts of then* people.
The great missioner of that time, Fr. Fitton, had soon
accumulated a sufficient sum to erect the first Catholic
church in Worcester, upon the present site of St. John’s.
This was in 1841. The tireless priest, however, did not
rest here,—recognizing in the growing wants of his flock
the need of establishing some institution in which
Catholic youth could receive an education in the princi
ples of their faith and be prepared for the Divine
ministry he soon began to look about him for a suitable
location. In this work he was warmly seconded by
Bishop Fenwick.
The hill of Pleasant Springs* otherwise known in the
Indian tongue by the equally happy name of Pakachoag,
appeared to him the best adapted to his purposes. Many
reasons determined him in his choice of this site; among
others the healthfulness of the location and the natural
beauty of the surrounding landscape. Even in those
early days before the benign hand of cultivation had
added to its charms, it would have been difficult, indeed,
to find a place possessing more natural advantages. The
hill of St. James, as it is now called, commands a superb
view of-the pleasing variety of hill and dale, of plain and
woodland, which is the glory of Worcester County. Be
yond the clustering spires of the city in the far distance,
towers high aloft the graceful summit of Wachusett.
https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1

Stillwater, a lake in miniature, may be seen quietly re
posing among the hills to the northwest, along the base of
which flow the rippling waters of the Blackstone. The
village of Quinsigamond nestles under its shadow.
From the brow of the hill the spectator beholds a charm
ing succession of other hills, and intervening dales, look
ing in the dim distance like the waves of some mighty
sea, suddenly arrested in their course, and made to stand
still forever. On this magnificent site, and amid such
surroundings was the College of Holy Cross begun.
About seventy acres were purchased by Fr. Fittor\ for
$2000, and the work of laying the foundation was com
menced. The college buildings, according to the plan
which had been prepared, were to consist of a central
edifice, 104 feet long (see plate) with two wings running
east and west.
Meanwhile sessions were held in the cottage which
stands above the Blackstone below college hill. This
cottage is the present college laundry. The Seminary
of St. James was ready for occupancy early in
the year of 1841, and studies were immediately
begun. In the original prospectus it was stated that the
course of instructions pursued in the college aimed at
preparing Catholic youths to succeed in the higher paths
of life. The branches taught included reading, writing,
arithmetic, history and geography. Besides these, in
struction was also given in book-keeping and astronomy.
Pupils were admitted at the age of eight years, while the
cost of tuition, including boarding and lodging, was
placed at the low sum of eighty dollars. Even in its
infancy the college was prosperous; during the first two
years not only Massachusetts, but many other states sent
here their eager aspirants for a Catholic education. F r .,
Fitton, however, fearing that difficulties might arise after
his death, and ardently desiring to see the institution pre
served for the educational purposes for which it was in
tended, granted the seminary, in 1842 to Bishop Fen
wick, with the express understanding that the idea of
the founder should be carried out.
W ith the foresight characteristic of his entire life, this
eminent prelate perceived at once, in the then humble,
and unpretentious academy, the nucleus of future great
ness. At this point it might be well to call to
your minds the person who now enters so promi
nently into the history of the college.
The Rt.
Rev. Benedict Joseph Fenwick, second Bishop of Bos
ton, was a descendant of an old Catholic family, which
immigrated to this country with Lord Baltimore, a cen
tury before. Early in life comprehending that a Catholic
education was indispensable to Catholic youth,, his con
stant care throughout his holy and useful career was to
provide higher education for the young of both sexes; the
TJrsuline Academy for girls, and the now famed College
of the Holy Cross, giving fullest testimony of his watch
ful care and interest. In his search for guardians of his
young students what was more natural, than that the
Bishop, himself a former Jesuit,' should select those
whose very name foi’ more than a half a century had
been synonymous with higher Catholic education in
10
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America. Accordingly, he asked the Jesuit Provincial
for assistance in his labor. It was freely given, and Fr.
Thomas Mulledv, the first president under the new
regime, accompanied by three brothers of the Society of
Jesus, arrived at the college on September 28th, 1843,
and took up their abode in the cottage, already referred
to, just above the Blackstone. Soon it became evident
that the small structure which had claimed the proud
appellation of Seminary of St. James, was altogether too
limited in dimensions for the growing needs of the
students. The energetic directors at once began work
oh a new and large edifice, the corner stone of which was
laid June 21st, 1843, by the Rt. Rev. Bishop Fenwick.
The day was in keeping with the occasion, a clear and
cloudless sky, with summer’s brightest sunshine, rendered
it one of those gladsome times, which brighten the heart
and flourish forever in the memory. The imposing ser
vices were conducted by the Rev. Jas. Fitton, by whom
the site was originally purchased and freely given to the
Bishop. During the first year, twenty five students
entered the college, and then the daily order of exercises
began which is still adhered to in our own times. All that
remains of the original seminary appears in the plate. It
is used at present as a residence for the men employed
about the college. A part of the first college building
was afterwards incorporated in the larger structure,
which is now known as the old college.
The Rt. Rev. Bishop lived long enough to see the
accomplishment of his fondest desire. From the little
mustard seed sown in fertile soil, he saw the growth of
a beautiful tree, an honor and delight' to every Catholic
heart. “ He sleeps” as Archbishop Hughes has said in
his eulogy, « beneath the monument he himself raised.”
Still in the hazy distance stands Wachusett, the giant
sentinel of the beautiful valley below. All around is
changed, however; a busy city bustling with life and
activity now takes the place of the Worcester of fifty
years ago; and Holy Cross from a little seminary of
former years now stands preeminent among the educa
tional institutions of the country, a glory to the Catholic
religion, and an honor to Worcester, the greatest of New
England’s educational cities.
J as . P. D oran, ’96.
TO ALITA MATER.
Pour forth thy gentle strains, my humble Lyre !
In music sweet, and sing a welcome theme.
Within thy golden chord, unwonted fire
Awake, though all unworthy he may seem,
Who ventures with rude hand to wake thy spell,
Or ’mid thy ardent minstrelsy to dwell.
Oh! would each pulsing chord in joy might breathe
The throbbing music of my heart, and wreathe
Into a wid’ning zone of glorious song,
The passion that my soul hath cherished long!
A prayer sweetly lisped in Music’s art,
A wish, a blessing, from a filial heart,
A loving burst of grateful praise be thine,
An offei'ing to my Alma Mater’s shrine!
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Full half a century hath sped
Along the nation’s path and fled,
Since he, the priestly pioneer,
The strong brave man,
Whose name now shines mid glory clear
In God’s dear plan,
Clomb Pakachoag’s rugged side,
And with a prophet’s eye descried,
The parched valleys wider grow,
Till waters from this mount should flow
O’er fair New England’s fields, and bless
Her future homes with happiness.
Then with the zeal his soul was fired,
The task to dai'e;
Even as Moses Heaven inspired,
He calmly raised to God his humble prayer,
That Pakachoag’s tow’ring hills,
Might wake to life their thousand rills:
He prayed to Heaven, and thro’ his tears,
Beheld the fruit of other years,
And with the faith and many a holy vow
That virtue gave to Moses’ rod,
In blessing bowed he touched her sterile brow,
And straightway from the sacred sod,
As from Parnassus, Hippocrene,
Murmuring thro’ the mountain green,
New springs burst forth and to the plain,
A gushing stream runs down amain,—
A stream of Learning, Right and Truth,
The healthful draught of future youth.
It was a bishop’s princely thought,
These blessings gave, these wonders w rought!
This rijpened harvest is the meed
Of him who sowed the quick’ning seed;
And proudly now we sing his praise,
Through Alma Mater’s golden days.
Dear Alma! here he fixed thy seat
Fair Virtue’s home, the calm retreat
Of Learning, where the Christ’s behest
Doth ever pulse the manly breast,
To live for Truth, to strike for Right,
In Virtue’s queenly band to fight;
Lend heart to every noble cause,
Our country love, defend her laws.
And thus they leave thy fostering care,
With wills to do, with hearts to dare,
Thy children grown to manhood brave,
Strong in the teaching that you gave,
To scorn every coward knave,
To live the free, and not the slave.
When yet with graceful mien thou stood,
“ Within the dawn of maidenhood,”
Thou wert oppressed by evils rife,
By cruel laws and bigots’ strife,
By secret foes, whose fiendish dart,
Was ever aimed to pierce thine heart.
Dear Alma it were long to tell,
How bravely thou didst fight and well!
How godless foes threw down their shield,
And bigotry forsook the field!
Where rushed the might of Christian zeal,
Where gleamed the sword of Jesuit steel,
Where stood the braves of a hundred fights,—
Loyola’s sons, those gallant knights!—
And how when e’en to take thy stand,
Among the fairest of the land,
Thou art prepared, the elements conspire
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And waste thy darling hopes with raging fire;
A cloud of smoke envelopes thy proud tow’rs,
A stern and darkling fortune o’er thee low’rs:
Thy face is desolate, thy spirit rent,
Thy children scattered, thy substance spent.
Oh Alma! Oh my mother do we see
The end of all that you had hoped to be?
The end of all? I t was not so!
There was no power could strike that blow,
There was no power could conquer aught
That God omnipotent had wrought,
Could conquer thee, our pride, our care,
Our joy, our glory, Mother fair.
When scarce the fiery tempest o’er,
More stately, grander than before,
Thy turrets rise in queenly pride,
Again on Pakachoag’s side:
Ambitious youths now throng thy halls,
Staunch sons and loyal leave thy walls.
The priest before each holy shrine,
With grateful heart remembers thine:
The scribe off casts his pen aside,
And turns to thee with loving pride:
The patriot pledged to serve the state
Amid the rostra’s proud debate,
In memory’s spell, still loves to roam
About his dear old mountain home.
Today, while yet thy golden year
Shines forth, lo ! broader columns rear
Their tow'ring crests, and on thy brow
Where proudly stood twin crosses, now
A third to loftier heights doth rise
And crowns thy giant enterprise.
L a w r en c e A. F or d , ’95.

ALUMNI NOTES.
We are in receipt of the following letter from the
secretary of the Alumni Association :
W o r c e s t e r , M a s s ., Dec. 1* 1894.
My Dear S ir:—The Alumni Association of the Col
lege of the Holy Cross will hold its Annual Reunion and
Dinner at the Parker House, Boston, Thursday evening,
January 17, 1895, at half past six o’clock. Let your
presence testify your interest in the Alumni, in your
Alma Mater and in our Bishop President. The exercises
will be entirely informal. Full details will be mailed in
January.
Yours very truly,
R ic h a r d H. M o o n e y , Sec.
204 Vernon Street, Worcester, Mass.
The letter of Dr. Kelly, ’79, of Fall River, is too sug
gestive, to be omitted from our columns. Apart from
his kind words of encouragement and his generous check,
he has touched upon something, which is dear to T h e
P u r p l e , and ought to be matter for consideration to
many of our Alumni.
F all R iver , Mass., Dec. 12, 1894.
To the Editor of T he P urple .
Dear Sir:—Health and long life to T h e P u r p l e . It
has taken it some eventful years to push its way through
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the soil of College Hill, but shooting upwards, it is at last
a plant of vigorous growth, and fail it cannot^ to be hardy
and fruitful. I am proud of the polish and solid appear
ance of your paper. Though Holy Cross has had within
her walls in the past many a child well worthy of her
pride, still the industrious and promising work, displayed
in the first three numbers of T h e P u r p l e , convinces me,
somewhat against my self-esteem, that the young men
there now, are more thorough in scholarship and more
numerous than ever before. May Alma Mater’s number
of such men never grow smaller. The last number of
your journal has naturally enough not come to m e; hence
I awake and subscribe. Enclosed please find check for
five dollars.
Very truly yours,
M. K e l l y , ’79.
Alma Mater tenders, through T h e P u r p l e , her best
wishes and congratulations to her reverend Alumni,
who will be ordained to the priesthood at Christmas.
Among them : At the Grand Seminary, Montreal, Rev.
Joseph T. McKeon, ’91; Rev, Henry Connery, ’90; Rev.
Thomas McGovern, ’91; Rev. Wm. A. Gilfillan, ’91;
Rev. Joseph J. Rice, ’91, and Rev. John H. Reynolds.
At St. John’s Seminary, Brighton, Rev. George A. Cos
tello, ’90; Rev. Wm. C. Fitzsimons, ’90; Rev. David J.
Murphy, ’90, and Rev. Michael J. Welch, ’90. At. St.
Mary’s Seminary, Baltimore, Rev. John F. Boland, ’90;
Rev. Thomas F. Dolan, ’90; Rev. James W . Hoey, ’90;
Rev. George F. Sinnott, ’90, and Rev. Austin D.
O’Malley, ’91. A t the Seminary of St. Sulpice, Paris,
Rev. E. C. McKeon, .’91.
Rev. Michael P . Cassidy, ’79, a worthy Alumnus of
Holy Cross, and at present rector of St. Patrick’s Church,
Valley Falls, R. I., is receiving congratulations from a
host of friends, upon the erection of a most beautiful
institute for Catholic young men. Fr. Cassidy is exer
cising in his sacred ministry the same zeal and ability
which won for him, at Holy Cross, four gold medals of
honor, and four premiums.
In speaking of Connecticut prominent Catholics, Donahoe’s Magazine pays a flattering tribute to SurgeonGeneral Patrick Cassidy, an old Holy Cross boy. “ Mr.
Cassidy is one of the most skillful physicians in the state;
was appointed surgeon-general in 1893; elected presi
dent of the New London County Medical Society in
1888, and vice president of the Connecticut Medical
Society; one of the staff of the W . W. Backus Hospital
in Norwich; one of the founders of the Norwich Board
of Trade; one of the five who built the Broadway
theater; originator and a director of the Industrial
Building; member of the Board of Education for twentythree years ; has been called by the local press the Par
nell of Connecticut.”
Dr. John T. Bottomley, ’89, who is taking a post
graduate course at Harvard Medical, has been appointed
to a hospital in New York city.
John B. Dore, ’91, passed an excellent examination for
admittance to the Suffolk County bar. T h e P u r p l e
wishes him success in his profession.
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W e take pleasure in adding to the list of those who
have been especially generous toward T h e P u r p l e , the
names of the Rt. Rev. Bishop Beaven, Rev. Fr. Boone,
S. J., ’51, of Baltimore, Rev. Fr. Griffin of Milford, Dr.
Timmons of Boston, Rev. Fr. Wallace, ’68, of Lewiston,
Me., Rev. Fr. Fitzpatrick, ’62, of Dorchester, Rev. Fr.
Madden, ’72, of Webster.
A NEW

BOOK BY A G R A D U A T E .

It will be of interest to students of analytical chemistry
to learn that our old text book on Qualitative Analysis is
to be superseded by a new and vastly improved edition
by Mr. J. Barry Smith, S. J., H. C. C., ’85, for several
years professor of chemistry at Georgetown College,
D. C., and at present professor of chemistry at Fordham
College, 1ST. Y.
We have just received an advance copy of Mr.
Smith’s new book, which unfortunately was delayed
too long by the publishers, the American Book Co.,
to admit of introduction this year. The shape of the
book is somewhat unusual, but this was evidently neces
sitated by the form of the tables which are printed hori
zontally, a decided improvement on the old book. The
old tables have in the main been retained, in many points,
however, they have been amended and some additional
tests offered. The distinctive feature of the work, and
that which was so sadly needed in the old book, is the
explanation which follows each table. Here under num
bers corresponding to the numbers of the table, the re
action is explained and its equation given; sources of
error are pointed out; hints and practical suggestions
offered; while in many cases the conditions governing
the reaction are discussed. This is, indeed, the most
original and valuable part of the work. A good deal of
information which would require long practice in the
laboratory to obtain, is here compressed into a very small
compass. Another improvement is the introduction of
a brief descriptive chemistry of the metals and of the
more important salts.
The study of analytical chemistry is eminently an ex
ercise of reason, calling forth at every step one’s best
powers of discrimination, and at the same time training
hand and eye to habits of neatness and method in work.
Mr. Smith’s book will, it seems to us, when rightly used,
effectively secure this twofold object.
W e would
earnestly recommend it to those of our graduates who
are at present engaged in chemistry in the several
medical colleges.
J o h n W. C a s e y , ’96.

Owing to the demand for the Christmas nTimber of
u r p l e , we have ordered an extra edition.
The
beautiful cuts of the college, the grounds, our Alumni
Bishops and Rectors, have made the number specially
attractive
All our subscribers who desire more copies
will please let us know at the earliest possible moment.
T he P
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COLLEGE NOTES.
On Monday, Dec. 10, we were favored with a visit by
Rev. Father O’Kane, S. J., our late president, Rev.
Father Campbell, S. J., late provincial, and Rev. Father
Smith, S. J. A committee of students waited upon the
reverend visitors and welcomed them on behalf of the
boys. The reverend fathers closed a very successful
mission at the Sacred Heart Church, Worcester, on Sun
day, Dec. 16.
The Feast of the Immaculate Conception, Saturday,
Dec. 8, was celebrated at the college with appropriate
ceremonies. A solemn high mass was sung at 7 o’clock,
a. m., with Rev. Fr. Buckley, S. J., celebrant, Rev. Fr.
Lehy, S. J., deacon, and Mr. Cronin, S. J., sub-deacon.
A t the Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament in the
evening, the “ O Salutaris” was rendered by Rev. Fr.
Buckley, S. J., and Patrick O’Connor, ’96.
Section A, Poetry, gave a specimen, Monday, Dec. 3,
before Rev. Father Rector, Fathers Hanselman and
McLoughlin. The subject was the speech of Cicero, “ Pro
Marcello.” The Latin language was used throughout,
and the knowledge of this language, manifested by the
students of the class, was a source of much surprise and
pleasure to the reverend visitors.
A literary circle has recently been organized in this
class. I t is the intention of the members to make a study
of English literature from Chaucer to the present day.
Meetings will be held every Saturday evening.
The last regular meeting of the fall term was held by
the B. J. F. Society on Tuesday evening, Dec. 4. The
subject: Resolved: That too much time is given to
athletics in colleges, was discussed by William H. McBain
and George B. Farmer, affirmative; George E. Kerrigan
and P. Joseph Dixon, negative. The debate was awarded
to the affirmative. The next meeting of the society will
be held on the first Tuesday in February.
The Philomathic Society held its last meeting of the
fall term on Thursday evening, Dec. 6. The meeting
differed from the regular order, in as much as there was
no regularly appointed debate. The chair proposed the
following question for discussion: Resolved: That
college examinations are not a necessary means of pro
moting education, nor a true test of scholarship. The
members displayed unusual ability in extemporaneous
speaking, and handled the subject in a very able manner.
Mr. Finegan, S. J., the Moderator of the society was
much pleased with the efforts of the speakers.
Among the visitors of the month were Rev. James
Hanselman of Brooklyn, brother of our Rev. Prefect of
Studies, and Mr. Frank Jones, of Philadelphia, brother
of Rev. C. C. Jones, S. J.
The Glee Club attended Denman Thomson’s “ Illus
trated Songs,” in the Worcester Theater, on Monday
evening, Dec. 10.
C h a r l e s P. R y a n , ’97.
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ATHLETICS.
TEAM RACE.

Holy Cross made its first appearance in track athletics,
in a team race with the Institute of Technology, Thursday
the 13tli. Since the match was arranged, both teams
had trained diligently. The Technology boys had the
advantage over the H. C. C. boys, in this respect, that
they had the opportunity of practising every night,
which they did, while Holy Cross had but two days a
week on which to train. The Technology team have
run previously in the rink, and in many other races have
borne off the palm of victory. This was the maiden effort
of our young athletes, and against no mean rival. The
relays were run in the following order:
H . C. C.
1.
P. Powers (Capt.)
2. J. Austin
3.
j . McGillicuddy
4. W. McBain

W . P . I.

W. Allen
A. Vaughn
G. Field
F. O’Connor (Capt.)

Both teams were greeted with prolonged cheers, on
\their appearance on the track. After a short run to
limber up, Starter Donovan called the men together for
instructions, and after particularly cautioning them
against fouling, they took their positions. Each man
was to run 250 yds. Powers, H. C. C., and Capt. Allen,
W. P . I., were the first relay. At the pistol shot both
men started off at a rattling pace. The men kept closely
together until the last lap when Allen forged ahead,
and led by 10 yds. at the finish. Allen passed the flag
to Vaughn who gradually drew away from Austin and
increased the lead to 15 yds. In turning one of the
corners on the second lap Austin stumbled and allowed
Vaughn to make four or five yards. But for the stumble
Holy Cross might have won, as Field, the third relay for
Technology, decreased the lead given him by several
yards. McGillicuddy, however, was unable to take ad
vantage of this loss as his knee, already very weak, began
to trouble him, and he could not close up the gap any
more. The last relay brought out O’Connor, the crack
Tech runner, and Capt. McBain for H. C. C. The lead
was too great to be overcome by McBain, but he did not
give it up, and encouraged by rattling « Hobble Gobbles,”
at the finish he was second by only a few yards. His
running was the feature of the race.
Holy Cross was badly handicapped by the illness of
Sockalexis; and it was very evident that the boys had
not mastered the difficulty of making the sharp turns at
the elevated corners. Nothing but continual practice
will enable a runner to cut these corners without losing a
yard or two. This, the Holy Cross runners found, in
their little practice, their hardest work, and by this, they
knew that the Technology would be most liable to g a i n on
them.
The Techs cut the corners at the lowest
possible point, and when they had circled them they
were straight away on the stretch. Holy Cross ran
https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1

almost in the middle, and generally lost two or three
yards. On the stretch, however, Holy Cross was clearly
equal if not superior to her opponents.
In the 880 yd. run, Holy Cross had a representative in
Maroney. He ran well for the first six laps, holding
second place; on the seventh lap he began to weaken,
and finished fourth.
James Doran, our wonderful goal tend of last year, is
organizing a polo team. Most of the team is left intact;
two positions, center and first rusher, are vacant. A
challenge has been received from Technology for a series
of 3 games. Last year the games at Lake Quinsigamond,
between the two teams, were most exciting and interesting.
Great rivalry existed between the two sections of
poetry, as to which had the better football team. A
game was arranged and played in about four feet of
snow. Foul tackles were totally disregarded by the
umpire and referee, in their excitement. The first half
was played without either side scoring. Section A began
the second half by a series of rushes, but finally lost the
ball on Section B’s 2 yd. line. Tufts, Section B was
here given the ball, and, by good interference, he was
sent across the line for a touchdown, making the longest
rim of the year, the whole length of the field.
Capt. Powers exercises daily in the “ gym,” strength
ening his weakened side. The “ Cap” says that he is
growing stronger every day, and will be ready when the
trumpet calls in the spring.
Pappalau will be the H. C. C. pitcher next y ear; he
has a highly creditable record. The past two seasons he
has played on the Pittsfields, one of the strongest teams in
Massachusetts. He has good speed, a very deceptive
delivery, and is cool and steady at critical points. He is
considered one of the most promising young players in
New England.
The newly constructed spring-board is an incentive
to the adepts to give us all an exhibition of their skill.
“ Ted ” Doonan and Kehoe are among the best gymnasts
in the college, and find little difficulty in doing the front
and back somersault from the board; they are very clever
also on the horizontal bar and on the wings. W hat can
we expect when the new “ gym ” affords them better
facilities.
^ Sockalexis attracts general attention when exercising
or practising any new feat. He is easily the foremost
athlete in the college, and is always willing to assist the
younger boys in their attempts to become better ac
quainted with the apparatus of the “ gym.”
The Midgets wound up their football season on Thanks
giving day with a glorious victory over the Clermonts
by a score of 12—0. “ Willie ” Began, right half-back
of the Midgets, distinguished himself by making a brilliant
run of 40 yds. and scoring a touchdown. Gast played a
strong game, in three or four instances breaking through
the line and tackling the runner before he had gone a
yard. Larkin for the visitors played the best game.
E ugejste A. B ic k f o r d , ’96.
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“ OVER THE GARDEN WALL.”
(These verses make no claim to originality; they owe
all their rhythm and suggestiveness to a poem entitled :
“ In the Garden,” which appeared in one of our October
exchanges. W e were very much taken with this poem,
until one of our staff proved to us conclusively that he
could “ a tale unfold,” in regard to it. W e asked him for
the “ tale,” and he gave us, “ Over the Garden Wall.”)
When you meet a nice verse you would like as your own,
With no one to gossip about it,
Do you listen to conscience and leave it alone,
Well may be you do—but I doubt it.
Aud when a kind teacher takes hold of your arm,
And puts you some questions about it,
Do you say that you wrote it, and think it no harm,
Well may be you don’t—but I doubt it.
When this poem an editor chances to seize,
With a look so familiar about it,
Do you think he can read it, and still be at ease,
Well may be he can—but I doubt it.
But oh, when your effort has captured each heart,
And the birds tell the “ Beacon ” about it,
Will the “ Beacon ” you think take it all in good part,
Well may be it will—but I doubt it.
L. A. F.
THE FOLLOWING IS THE CAST OF “ KING JOHN:’

King John,
.
.
.
.
Arthur Barnes, 95
Prince Henry,
J. F. DeSales Doonan, ’97
Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, son to Jeffrey, late
Duke of Bretagne, the elder brother to King
John, - , Willard F. X. Regan, 1900
Earl of Pembroke,
Joseph F. McGillicuddy, ’96
Earl of Essex,
- John A. O’Connell,’97
William Longsword, Earl of Salisbury, A. Kennedy, ’97
Robert Bigot, Earl of Norfolk,
E. J. Hussey, ’99
Hubert de Burgh, Chamberlain to the King,
James F. Ahern, ’96
Robert Falconbridge,
Edward J. Hussey, ’98
Philip Falconbridge, his half brother, J. J. Hussey, ’95
Peter of Pomfret, a prophet,
William Foran, ’96
English Knight,
Thomas J. Lally, ’96
English Herald,
. . .
Thomas Burns, ’96
Executioner,
. . .
Michael Powers, ’96
Citizen of Angiers,
Patrick J. Powers, ’95
Phillip, King of France,
James T. Connolly, ’95
Louis the Dauphin,
- William Connolly,’97
Archduke of Austria,
Michael J. F. O’Connor, ’97
Cardinal Pandulph, The Pope’s Legate, P. J. Carey, ’95
Melun, a French Lord,
Wm. Glasgow, ’95
Chatillon, Ambassador from France to King John
William Foran, ’96
Lord Constant,
P. Joseph Dixon, ’95
Norfolk,
P. Joseph M artin,’96
DeWarrene
George J. Boden, ’96
Oxford,
J. McGrath, ’96
Hereford,
George Cone, ’98
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Surely Santa Claus plays strange pranks upon the
students. His latest is to send the semi-annual report
six weeks before it is due, thus insuring its safe delivery
and causing the unsuspecting student to find something
in his Christmas stocking^ for which he is not looking.
A scintillation from one of our notables:—
The adage, “ Time is money,”
Indeed, is very fine,
But bless your soul my honey!
’Tis shekels make the time.
T a m e n I — STIC.

One of the numerous visitors to the new building,
overheard the following conversation:
Pulley (feeling gay):—Say brick, they tell me you are
only half baked.
Brick (red with rage) :—They tell me, they’ve had you
on a rope all your life.
Plaster (chiming in) :—And that you’ve got wheels.
Brick (to plaster):—Mind your own business and
dry up.
Mr. D------ has no use for smoked glass. When he
desires to see the sun, he simply stands in the shade.
W e can understand how the gentleman could see stars in
the shade, but—
A descriptive poem from the gentleman
“ Who raised Hades,
At home among the ladies.”
As Narcissus gazed enraptured,
On his image in a stream,
So our own Demos was captured,
By his “ beacon’s” rosy gleam.
In the glass Tim gazed, was flattered—
Oh what symmetry and grace—
But, my friends,, the glass was shattered
By the halo round that face.
N ostek J u d e x .

Referring to the oblong shape of the rink, one of the
contestants in the recent team race said :—“ If the track
were straight so I could have seen my man, I would
have fairly outstripped him.” Truly Mr. A------your com
petitor was “ out of sight.”
One of our philosophers in whom the electric bells
moved the spirit of song, has favored us with the fol
lowing :
Of all our great inventions
Electric bells are best.
The Prefects touch the button
The students do the rest.

A philosopher who has spent many fruitless hours
trying to comprehend psychological reflection, thus trans
lates the -sentence, “Mens exercet reflexionem, psychologica m —“ The mind exercises reflexion ”—(long pause)—
“ sick o’ logic I’m.”
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W e have narked Down every Garment in our Store, and invite your inspection and
comparison with other stocks, as to price, style and fit. Our overcoats are made for us, by
those of the leading N ew York houses, which is a guarantee of style and workmanship.
A ll the latest in Neckwear, Hats and Furnishings.

D A N I E L D O W N E Y , C lo t h ie r
Knowles B u ild in g
ANDREW

(Cor. Chatham)

ATHY

Undertaker and Embalmer
Telephone, 345-6.

Night Bell.

5 2 2 M a in Street

M. J . DOYLE.

D. J . DOYLE.

DOYLE BROS.,
D ealers in

Boots, Shoes, Rubbers
And Gents’ Furnishing Goods.

Calls Promptly Attended.

182 Front St.,

P E T E R J . N IH IL L ,

Custom * Tailor,
B u rn sid e B u ild in g , B oom 6,

3 3 9 M A IN

Worcester, Mass.

S T R E E T ,

W o rc e ste r, M a s s .

FULLER & DELANO,

R H . KENDRICK, D. D. S.
Qrou/p U/ork ar?d (¡old pilUi}$

ARCHITECTS,

A S P E C IA L T Y .

Gas and Vapor administered.

0. C.C. Adams Co.

518 Plain Street,

PRESCRIPTION
Worcester.

P.

D

ou glass,

Catholic Books

Graduated Prices. First-class in every respect.
Elevator. Steam Heated Throughout.

COMERFORD & DOWD,

Repairing of all kinds a Specialty.

P. J. SULLIVAN,

Teas an d Coffees,

Shirt rtaker,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL,

118 Front Street, Worcester

15 GREEN STREET.

BAY STATE GOAL CO,

Piano, Organ and Voice

O F F IC E A N D Y A RD ,

ST U D IO , ROOM 217,

107 GOLD STREET,
BRANCH

O F F IC E S :

104 F ro n t Street,

J. P . B u tle r, 3 A 5 V ernon S treet,
A ..J. L a jo ie. 73 S o u th g a te S treet,
E ugene B elisle, Glen a n d H a n o ver Streets,
Gentesse B ros., G ra fto n a n d W in te r S treets,
C. B . S co tt, <42 C h an dler S treet.

Buy your Coal from us and save money.
LOUIS D U B R E U IS.

JO H N B . SIM A RD .

AN D

Worcester, Hass.

Prop.

PROF. FRANK CARR,

405

5 treet> U/oreejter.

P ro f, o f m u sic a t th e college.

D. H. E A M E S & C O .

Have as Fine a Stock o f Clothing
as any house in the trade. They
Guarantee quality and price, and
return the money i f any purchase
is not satisfactory.

FUR RO

________ R. M . M c A L E E R

O

W orcester.

W o rc e ste r, M a s s .
rank

* "*

452 M ain Street,

OPTICIANS.

BAY * STATE * HOUSE, 390 Main Street,
F

0

MAIN STREET, COR. FRONT.

R e ligious Goods
.We .keep on h a n d a choice lin e o f H e lig io u s
B o o h s , S to r ie s , B io g r a p h ie s , E tc .
" T h ey in clu de th e fin e s t C a th o lic a n d I r i s h
B o o h s b y th e best au th o rs.
O ur a sso rtm e n t o f P r a y e r B o o h s , S m a ll
B ib le s , N e w T e s ta m e n ts , R o s a r ie s , S c a p u 
l a r s , C ru c ifix e s, e tc ., is la rg e a n d select, a t
p u b lish e r’s L o w e s t P r ic e s , a n d r e s p e c tfu lly
s o lic it th e orders o f o u r f r ie n d s f o r a n y C ath olic
p u b lic a tio n issu ed in th is cou n try.
B est te rm s, p r o m p t a n d ca refu l a tte n tio n .
A lib e ra l d isco u n t to th e R e v . C le r g y , C a th o lic
I n s titu tio n s .
R e lia b le A g e n ts W a n te d i n e v e r y c ity a n d
to w n . V ery lib e ra l in du cem en ts offered.

PHILIP RYAN*
98 FRONT STREET,

JL •

WORCESTER.

JLm9m

Jeweler and Silversm ith,
352 MAIN ST.,

WORCESTER,

B adges, C h ain s, R in g s, M edals o f a ll k in d s m a d e
t o o rd e r, a lso, a ll k in d s o f J e w e lry R e p a irin g .

argest Stock
eading Styles

&

CO,

L

owest Prices

»55 riAlN STREET.__________

S H IR L E Y S M IT H , C ostum er to H oly Cross College, 19 Tremont Row, Boston, flass.
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T H E

P U R P L E .

9 3

Best line of Confectionery in the City j
TRY

Jas. FJ. pitzpatri<;!(, D. D.5 .
98 FRONT STREET,
^

WORCESTER, HASS.

nt

C. F. Marsh & Co.’s,
511 fiAIN STREET.

Worcester Coal Co.

Artistic Patterns and lovely
Tints always appeal to people
of cultivated tastes, and this
D. 0 . UPRAM,
is how they talk to you. The
Fine Tailoring. Foreign and Domestic
WOOLENS, made up by Journeymen prices are lower than you
Tailors. Trimmings and Fit Guaranteed

337 Main Street, opp. E lm .

4" ( L o c t l ' i '

U/JHOIESpCE pfiD FjEJßlC.

Represented by Daniel J. Padula, past 12 years
with A M. Thomas.

W .

General Office,

8 Pearl Street, Y. M. C. A. Building.
Yards,

F\

RO SS,

Manufacturing * Jeweler.
Athletic Medals, School and Class Pins, Rings
Etc., Made to Order a Specialty

23 Manchester S t. & 335 Southbridge

438 Hain St., opp. Front,

WILLIAM E. DORAN,
Manufacturing Apothecary
and Prescription Druggist

il l |i
W n

And Dealer in Pine Drugs, Chemicals, Sponges,
Toilet Articles, Perfumery, Etc.

50

Trumbull

S tr e e t, W orcester.

Telephone Call, 421 -3.

think.
J. F. T oomey is foreman
of our upholstery department
and w ill be pleased to show
our line of Students’ Chairs
of his own manufacture.

Worcester.

have your roll and turndown
T collars cracked and torn? Try the

BAY STATE LAUNDRY.
We leave them in the same shape as new. We
do all kinds of Laundry Work in a first class
manner, and at short notice. Work called for
and delivered free.

17 CHURCH STREET.

Successful Builders
Look w ell to their foundations.
W e ’re
building our business in MEN^S SH O E S
on M ERIT. W ith H E Y W O O D SH O E S
for the corner stone w e’ll rear an edifice
that w ill stand the storms o f ages. H eywood Shoes are made to fit and S t a n d
A d v e r s it y .
T hey’re comfortable, stylish.
T h a t ’s

w hy

w e

R ecom m end

T hem

Boston Store.
VOCALION CHURCH ORGANS used

‘

and

Sell

*

Denholm & McKay Co.
KING JOHN,” p resen ted by Holy Cross D ram atic S o ciety , Feb. 25.1895,

T he

MASON &. RISCH VOCALION CO.,

WORCESTER, MASS., 1 to II S u m m er S tr e e t

L t d .,

NEW YORK CITY, 10 E a st 16th S tr e e t

A. A. McLOUGHLIN,
Practical plumber anb Sanitary (Sngineer
A n d D e a l e r in . A l l K i n d s o f P l u m b i n g S u p p l i e s .
--------- ------------ 1-------1--------------------------------------------------------- O f f i c e a n d S h o w R o o m s ,

Special Attention given to testing private residences
0 7 jui c r u n N if*
Ventilation and Drainage. Estimates promptly given onlwOv\>S
^ 1
all kinds
1slnAc of
„f plumbing
__ u:__
. __ work
. promptly
____WVAV-a.
U/rtn/'CCTlTD
all
Out-of-town
WORCESTER,
attended to.
^^TELEPHONE 311-4.
Published by CrossWorks,

Q TDFFT
M/ICC
MfISS.

0 1 t\E.E. I ,
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Boyd, l^eedj 8

ij;. Jlj

WHOLESALE
NEAT AND ARTISTIC

P

R I N

T I N

GROCERS

5 4 0 M a ii) S t r e e t Printers of “ The Purple.”

People’s Coal Co.
W h o lesale a n d R e ta il D e ale rs in

Anthracite < ? 0 / W

%# %#

G

Bituminous

OFFICE, 68 FRONT STREET,
YARD, 121 GOLD STREET.
Telephone, 261=4 -«*■«■—_____

216 State and 61 Commerce Sts.,
-*+ BOSTON.*8<~
D. A. BOONE.

C. W . BELT.

Daniel A. Boone & Co.,

J. F r a n k Q u i n n ,
HATTER TO . . .
HOLY CROSS. . .
COLLEGE

New York Hat House,
OPP. CITY HALL

S to n e , S fy o e s,
3 8 3 M a io S t r e e t

ALTAR WINES,
* * * #

112 E A S T G E R M A N ST.,

XPcbb

WORCESTER, HASS.

Patrick J Bradshaw, flanager

2>f?6 p. p. Y o u Ço.
M a n u fa c tu re rs o f

FINE

s p e c i a l t i e s in

eJd
F o r F irs t-C la s s T rad e O nly.
SALESROOM :

215 MAIN STREET.
FACTO RY:

REAR GILMAN’S BLOCK,
W O R C E S T E R , M ASS.

Baltimore, fid.

W
.P.Brennan&Go. C o n s tr u c tio n

P o p u la r H a tte r s ,
Deales entirely in Hats and Furnishings
of the latest styles and best materials.

AND

MARLBOROUGH, N. H.

IT PAYS TO L O O K ^ . _______

82 Front Street.

S u ccesso r to L ew is & E m e rso n a n d
C. B. E a to n <& Co.,

W H O L E S A L E A N D B E T A IL

Wrapping Paper and Twines,
Office, School and Teachers’
Supplies.
505 MAIN ST.,

WORCESTER.

WORCESTER, MASS.

Graduation Hats which we have furnish
ed to the boys each year, is our specialty,
and we eater for your trade.

GEO. A. STEVENS,

Stationery, Blank Books

Co.

W e can sell you the Best $ 3 .00 , $ 3 .50 and
$ 3.00 fiats ever sold in Worcester.

W illia m W . Icewis,
Wholesale and Retail Dealer in

(B ra n ite a n b

(B r a in U Tercfyant
F L O U R , G R A IN , M A T , F TC .

Builders of the
Addition to the
C o lle g e

o f the

H o ly..© C r o s s .

O F F IC E A N D STO RE,

36 and 38 SOUTHBRIDGE ST.,
Worcester, Mass.

Elevator and Mills on Providence and Worcester
Railroad, Quinsigamond. Capacity, 100,000
Bushels. Car Lots a Specialty.

ESTABLISHED 1873.
INCORPORATED 1891.

M U LR ER N & PIATTI,
144 East 42d Street, New York.

5tea/n, U/ater Jieath)^ arçd l/ei^tilatii)^ Apparatus.
PLANS AND SPECIFICATIONS PREPARED AND
ESTIMATES GIVEN FOR HEATING AND VENTI
LATING ALL CLASSES OF BUILDINGS.
IN ALL ITS BRANCHES.
https://crossworks.holycross.edu/purple/vol1/iss5/1
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CÎ ID o rb

M. B. LAMB,

Eastern Representative of

The Matchless Shaw Piano,
LAMB’S BLOCK,
43

PLEflSANT

STREET.

C. REBBOLI & SON,
Confectioners
and Caterers,

%

4

To the Students and Friends
of Holy Cross College.

D E A L E R IN

Leading* Pianos.

You are cordially invited to visit our store and inspect our Fall and Winter
Styles of Reliable CLOTHING. We always have an excellent line of choice
Woolens for garment and measure. W e have every faculty for producing
the very finest CUSTOM WORK and we solicit your patronage. You will
find us in the front rank for HATS of all kinds and FURNISHING GOODS.
Lowest possible prices in every department.

T H E W A R E - P R A T T CO .
CLOTHIERS, TAILORS, HATTERS AND FURNISHERS.

f)o lb en
High Grade Photos
411 Main Street

6 P le a sa n t Street,

25 per cent, discount to
Holy Cross Students

WORCESTER, JTASS.
Reserved for

: : : :

j .

Rawson, Simpson & Go.

95

PURPLE.

f .

H

i n

e s

,

BARBER
TO THE
COLLEGE

GATELY & ROGERS,
282 MAIN STREET,
OPP. BAY STATE HOUSE.

Have the largest stock of

Furniture and Carpets
* * IN THE CITY * *
Our four floors are replete with every
and anything needed to furnish your house.

Gately & Rogers Furniture Co.
S F jO E S

MlJST

WORN

WHY NOT BUY THEM
* # OF * *

Mark F. Cosgrove
No. 78 FRONT STREET,

391 Main Street

158 Grafton Street.

plynn & Mahooy
Publishers
Booksellers,

fbp

P. D. FOLEY,
IB a k e r-^ ©

0 '

-AND-

C o n f e c t io n e r ,

Catholic Church Goods and
Religious Articles.

The Latest Catholic Publications
ALWAYS ON HAND.

466 Southhridge Street,

18 and 20 Essex Street, Boston.

WORCESTER.

ecause
ecause
|ecause
ecause

F R A N K

Opticians,
Lamb’s Block, 39 Pleasant Street.
We do our own grinding and are
enabled to fill Oculist's Formulas accu
rately and quickly, also, Lenses of any
form or kind, such as monocles or the like,
ground to order. Microscopes and Magni
fying Glasses. Mr. Rice was formerly
with O. C. C. Adams & Co. of this city.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
DEALERS 1N„i—

are
are
are
are

up to the Times
Fashionable
Durable
as Represented.

J- Q U I N N
& C O . Leaders in Hats, O
96 FRONT STREET, OPPOSITE SALEH SQUARE.

10 per cent discount to Students.

Published by CrossWorks,

they
they
they
they

Arthur W. Rice & Co.,

Thos. Monahan & Son,

P O P U L A R F A V O R IT E S
OUR H A T S!
WHY?
1

O p p o site th e M o n u m e n t.

------

5Provision|8
8 TRUHBULL STREET.
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#

*

*

«

ZD
WASHINGTON, D. C.

^S ^H E POST GRADUATE DEPARTMENT of the College offers for 1894-95 courses in Rational Philosophy, General
Literature and Philology, English Literature, French Literature, Constitutional History, Chemistry and Mathematics.
This department is intended for graduates who desire to continue and extend their education in the Arts and Sciences,
whether it be for the mere love of learning, or to qualify themselves as professors, or with a view to a more complete preparation
for some other of the learned professions, by devoting themselves to selected liberal studies, cognate to the career aimed at.
The purpose is to surround the graduate student with all the facilities for advanced work and every inducement to
independent investigation.
THE MEDICAL DEPARTMENT possesses a numerous faculty of exceptional eminence, a building recently enlarged and
supplied with every convenience for laboratory work in anatomy, chemistry, physiology, bacteriology, etc. It has access to
the splendid new operating theatre of the Providence Hospital, and all other clinical and scientific advantages of Washington.
THE LAW DEPARTMENT has a faculty composed of men of national reputation. It utilizes to the full the advantages
which make the National^Capital the greatest centre of legal learning in the United States.
G r a d .t a a .t e s a r e I n v i t e d t o C o r r e s p o n d w i t h .

Rev. J. R A V E N S R IC H A R D S , S. J„ Rector.

IK

^O l^E Ç E o p T K JK JC V çrçO S S .
-^Wopeestet?, <gA\§vss.

—
nrift

Urçder tl|| Çarç of tye pattyen* of tl?e Society of Jesus

0 obf>se o f3 <§tbefies™— ----- —
Embraces in its whole extent, a period o f seven years, o f which three are given to the Preparatory
and Junior Classes, and the remaining fo u r to the Senior.
The last o f these years is devoted
exclusively to the study o f Rational Philosophy and the Natural Sciences. Each student, however,
on entering the College, will be assigned to the particular class fo r which it may appear, after
an examination by the Prefect o f Studies, that he is fitted.
Thence he will pass by regular
gradation through the remainder o f the course.
The study o f the French Language is a part o f the College Course. The other modern languages
may be taught i f required/ but, together with Music, Prawing, Etc., will form additional charges.
The Academic year begins on the first Wednesday o f September.

* * * TER M S:
Board and Tuition,

%

-sfr ■ -sfr

Half-Boarders, per annum,

Washing and Mending Linen,

.

f- per annum, $225.oo

J

Physician's Fee,

Day Scholars,

“

.

Students of Science, per annum,

rtedicines charged to individuals.

Graduation Fee,

$120.oo
60.00

10.00
10.00

B oston C ollege
iw T m r m r m m m m m m m m m m T T T t
*

#

*

#

*

#

CONDUCTED BY JESUIT FATHERS.

For Further Information Apply to

T. B R O S N A H A N , s . j .
Catalogues may be had at the Catholic Book Stores of Boston.
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